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natural and unconstrained. They remain at the sanatorium
until a cure is reached, and continue their education pre-
cisely as at home, with resident and visiting teachers. No
pains are spared to make life normal for them.

In the south-east of the Ukraine, around Odessa, stretch
the endless steppes, now under cultivation by collective
farms. I arrived at one by accident on reckoning day,
when wheat and wine and cash were in process of division.
The season had been good and distribution was high.
The standards of pay were curious and, from an English
point of view, somewhat topsy-turvy. For example, the
man who drove the tractor, or the skilled girl who managed
the piggery, received more than the manager. They were
technicians.

In the farm new sheds had sprung up around the central
buildings. A percentage of profits every year is treated as
capital and dug back into the enterprise and serves to
increase wages at a later date. The roads were still rough
and the place lacked the trim neatness of a Dutch or
Danish farm. But there was evidence everywhere of
vitality and mighty promise of more to come.

The pig-shed, filled with mothers and sucklings of all
ages, surpassed anything I have seen here or elsewhere.
It was scrupulously clean, and I, and all who entered,
were requested to wipe our feet carefully in the medicated
sawdust which lay before the threshold, lest we should
carry dangerous germs upon our boots.

Vineyards had been a new adventure on this farm and
had proved an unqualified success. A large storage-barn
housed barrels of excellent wine, which I was compelled
to taste and try. The farm was in constant communica-
tion with the agricultural college at Odessa, where advice
is given to all who seek it.

We wandered through the village, a sprawling collection
of wooden houses, spaced well apart for fear of fire spread-
ing. Each house possessed its own strip of land where
individual cattle and hens are kept.

In the creche a score of babies were sleeping in neat